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most vigorous publishing houses in America, had written
to tell him that his stories represented the very best work
of the kind that had been done in the country, and expressed
- a keen desire to publish him in America and England. In
reply Jack had sent Brett a group of Alaskan-Indian stories
under the title of Children of the Frost. Only five days after
he had penned his melancholy sentences about this chemical
ferment called life, Macmillan accepted Children of the Frost>
and agreed to his request to advance him two hundred
dollars. His weariness disappeared as he wrote to Brett,
" I don't know whether Children of the Frost is an advance
over previous work, but I do know that there are big books
in me, and that when I find myself they will come out."

In February began Jack's migration to the hills. He
found a house in Piedmont on five acres of ground, in a
clump of magnificent pines, half the ground in bearing
orchard, the other half in golden poppies. There were a
large living-room and a dining-room finished in redwood,
and in the pines a small cottage for Flora and Johnny
Miller, " We have a most famous porch, broad and long and
cool, and our view commands all of San Francisco Bay for
a sweep of thirty or forty miles, and all the opposing shores
such as Marin County and Mount Tamalpais, to say nothing
of the Golden Gate and the Pacific Ocean . . . and all for
$35 a month 1"

The house was always full of people; rarely were the
spare beds unoccupied. Writers on a visit from the East
were promptly brought to Jack's house, socialists on lecture
tours, actors, musicians, intelligent friends of other friends.
Since every one was welcome and made to feel wanted.
Jack's circle grew apace ... as did his entertainment bills.
The Examiner continued to give him special assignments
such as interviewing Governor Taft when he returned from
the Philippines, but Jack groused to Cloudesley Johns:
"Lord, what stacks of hack I'm turning out. I wonder
if I'll ever get clear of debt?" When an Oakland grocer
wrote him asking for $135 due, he answered in a fit of
temper with a scorching letter in which he upbraided the